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whose  every  verse  was   a riddle recalling the proverb 'the
meaning  is  in   the   mind  of the poet;' 1 or he might even,
if he  liked,  write  the  veriest  nonsense,   with  no   meaning
either for his own mind or for that of any man, but so long
as he paid due reverence to Expression, that is to the mass
of artificialisms and affectations which masqueraded as such,
his Plato-astounding thoughts would reach beyond the Seventh
Heaven,  and  his   dulcet  words   would  form the burden on
the tongues of men and angels. And so it comes about that,
Expression being considered the one thing needful, and ex-
cellence therein the true measure of poetic genius, Baqi, the
master   of the  Persianising  writers  of Turkey,  is   crowned
King  of the Poets, while Fuzuli, in many of whose ghazels
there  is  more real poetry than in the whole Diwan of this
King, is dismissed with a few lines of commonplace approval.
It has been reserved for the moderns, who are much more
in sympathy with him than were his contemporaries, to fully
appreciate the genius of this gifted poet and to perceive the
unique position which he occupies in Turkish literature. As
I  have  already  suggested   more  than   once,  his  distinctive
characteristic   as   a  poet  is pathos; a tender yet passionate
tone  pervades  his  works,   of which even the most artificial
impress  us  with  a  feeling  of the   author's earnestness. No
Turkish  poet  has  written ghazels so truly beautiful; Baqf's
are   more   classic,   Nedfm's  more  dainty,   but  none  are  so
intense,  none  so  aglow with living fire as those of the old
Baghdadi.   There is  besides  more  internal  harmony in his
ghazels  than  is   usual  at this time; the note struck at the
beginning  is  adhered  to  throughout, and he does not sing
each  couplet  on  a  different  key.   Many writers spoil what
would otherwise be a pretty ghazel by introducing a distich